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There where her foot should be ;

One has her hands and dress

All smothered up with mud in a fine mess ;

And one gets trampled on by two or three.

What's gathered is let fall

About the wood and not picked up at all.

The wreaths of flowers are scattered on the ground ;   40

And still as screaming hustling without rest

They run this way and that and round and round,

She thinks herself in luck who runs the best.

I stood quite still to have a perfect view,
And never noticed till I got wet through.

ANONYMOUS POEMS

I. SONNET
A Lady laments for her lost Lover, by similitude of a Falcon

ALAS for me, who loved a falcon wTell!

So well I loved him, I was nearly dead :

Ever at my low call he bent his head,
And ate of mine, not much, but all that fell.
NOWT he has fled, how high I cannot tell,

Much higher now than ever he has fled,

And is in a fair garden housed and fed ;
Another lady, alas ! shall love him well.
Oh, my own falcon whom I taught and rear'd !

Sweet bells of shining gold I gave to thee
That in the chase thou shouldst not be afeard.

Now thou hast risen like the risen sea,
Broken thy jesses loose, and disappear'd,

As soon as thou wast skilled in falconry.